CHAPTER II
NORTHERN JAFURA
the voice of 'Ali Jahm'an, calling to the dawn prayer, awoke
me at 6 a.m. No trace remained of the evening's indisposi-
tion, and I rose from my bed refreshed as a giant to run his
course. It was an auspicious day, the eighth of January, the
anniversary of Ibn Sa'ud's public acclamation as King of the
Hijaz in the great mosque of Mecca in 1926—a pleasant date
in my calendar, and surely a propitious one for the first full
day's march of our great adventure. It was also, officially,
the last day of the month of SJia'ban and the new moon, if
seen that night, would usher in the great fast of Ramdkan- on
the morrow. There was no sign of the last fragment of the
waning satellite in the dark sky of the false dawn, but there
was a heavy ground mist overlying the desert and visibility
was very poor,
I bundled out of the tent, barefooted, to range my«elf with
the rest of my companions behind Ibn Ma'adkli, who lod the
prayer. The sand under foot was intolerably cold and I
noticed that most of the men wore their * snow-boote \ The
Wahhabi code is astonishingly reasonable in such matters,
and I have seen sandals on the feet of worshippers on the
painful gravel-strewn floors of the Riyadh moBqucs m well as
in the steppe desert* One prays barefooted unle&s there is
good reason for doing otherwise and each man annwcrn only
to his own conscience in tRe matter. Inevitably somo laxity
is produced by such latitude, but the main object of the code
is to secure or enforce regularity of prayer by removing all
obstacles thereto.
It was too cold to think of marching yet awhile, and w© fore-
gathered round the camp-fire to warm oursalvas with tea,
coffee and hot milk, It would be time enough to start when
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